Digital Kenyon: Research,
Scholarship, and Creative Exchange
HIKA Literary Magazine
Winter 1950

HIKA - Winter 1950

Follow this and additional works at: https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika

Recommended Citation
"HIKA - Winter 1950" (1950). HIKA Literary Magazine. 72.
https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika/72

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative
Exchange. It has been accepted for inclusion in HIKA Literary Magazine by an authorized administrator of Digital
Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative Exchange. For more information, please contact noltj@kenyon.edu.

%

*

WINTER, 1950

KENYON COLLEGE

i
ci^a/ietfe.9
&

(^ameldy

W

3/*cou/Ldef"

\

I

/

/

i

IB

••BH

1

WITH SMOKEItS WHO K\O W . . . IT'S

as?ieh Jor
l**U

WjUS^~ljjj
W^1

< i
i

c

1es. Camels are SO MILD that in a coast-to-coast test
of hundreds of men and women who smoked Camels—
and only Camels—for 30 consecutive days, noted throat
specialists, making weekly examinations, reported

NOT ONE SINGLE CASE OE THROAT
IRRITATION due to smoking CAMELS!
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Poem
When Huckleberry Finn stretched on his back,
Rafting to south along the broad Missouri,
In colloquy convened with Nigger Jim,
They made high inquisition of that fury
Which is contained within its own design.
It was a firmament of violet black,
Speckled and flecked with light that rendered dim
Such darkness as the asteroids define.
Huck had a postulate for that fine June:
The stars came out of nowhere; they occurred.
Mulling the simple waters with their feet
They syllogised, but it was Jim conferred
Subtlety to the least of dialogues:
The stars were laid by the great mother Moon.
And Huck agreed, who thought an equal feat
How multitudinous were the roe of frogs.
Now being both of them persons of tact
They made no mention of the Husband Sun
Who had forsaken late his frosty wife
And by ethereal license had begun
Heated attentions toward our lady earth,
And by the warmth of his intemperate act
Had caused to swell with rich and sudden life
The lineaments of her tremendous girth.
ANTHONY HECHT
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The Static Form
RAYMOND BENTMAN

Form, its nature and its purpose in daily life, in
religion, and in art, has in these self-conscious
times become subject to intense criticism and de
tailed evaluations. The scientific approach, the
approach that has acquired so much influence on
contemporary thought, has required forms, along
with all other things human and divine, to declare
their purpose or get out. Apologists have replied
with detailed and often sound defenses; yet by their
rather arbitrary definition they have excluded
whole categories of what might ordinarily be called
form. Since the first step in establishing a work
able defense is a careful evaluation of our own
forces, I hope my colleagues who along with me
believe in form will not accuse me of turning
traitor when I attempt to destroy previous defense.
Before allowing myself to loll in metaphysical
speculation I really should define my terms. The
general definition of form, the definition to which
I take exception, is that it is an exterior and estab
lished pattern into which the actions, occurrences,
and habits of daily life, of religion, and of art, fit
themselves; "an abstract schema into which the
representational matter may be fitted. . .
To
make a slightly vulgar metaphor that proves very
useful later, the form is like a cake pan and the
representational matter is the dough, which has its
own characteristics, many of which it retains, but
assumes the form of the cake pan.
John Crowe Ransom in "Forms and Citizens"2
defines two types of forms: the economic and the
aesthetic. The economic form is arrived at by ex
perimentation and makes the practice expeditious
by removing obstacles; examples are the banking
system and the shape of phonograph records. The
aesthetic form is a "technique of restraint, not of
efficiency."3 Aesthetic forms deny their purpose;
for example the technique of love-making requires
us to do all sorts of things having no relation to
love: eating and going to the movies; the accomp
lished lover, both modern and courtly, denies any
interest in consummating his love until well long
in the practice. In eating we deny hunger: we
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make conversation that prevents eating, use utensils
that hinder rather than help get the food, exercise
manners that necessarily prolong the eating process
as if it were something we are not interested in
though it is our first purpose. Now as Mr. Ransom
points out, these techniques serve a purpose. The
form of love-making delays us from attaining our
objective immediately and in the intervening period
the object of our love is raised to a position where
it is a particular object of our love and our love
becomes individual and different from the animal
desire of a formless lust. The form in religion
takes such occasions as "birth, marriage, death,
war, peace, the undertaking of great enterprises,
famine, storm, the seasons of the year, the Sabbath,
the holidays"4 and evolves, by means of pageantry
and ritual in which the community participates, the
emotions, joy and sorrow, so that they become
"massive, substantial, and sufficient."4 Form in art
serves also as a means of restraint. Mr. Ransom
states about the poet confined by form, "In the
process of composition' the burning passion is
submitted to cool and scarcely relevant considera
tion. When it appears finally it may be said to
have been treated with an application of sensibil
ity."5 The form of the poem or of any art-work
establishes the requirement "of the make-believe,
the drama, the specific anonymity or pseudonym:iity.
~* "fi The form establishes for the auditor the
realization of man's control over the art-work, it
provides a unity and decorum which brings it un
questionably within the realm of man-made ob
jects.
All these defenses of form are based on the
definition of it as an abstract schema, so both
forms, economic and aesthetic, must allow mean
ing within them. Further, both are dynamic, con
trary to Mr. Ransom's assertions that the aesthetic
forms are not "of any conceivable economic ad
vantage."7 The economic and the aesthetic forms
have the same purpose, differing only in method.
The economic form uses the direct and most ex
peditious approach, the aesthetic uses the technique
H1KA for

of restraint, but both are utilitarian and both serve
ends other than themselves. The utilitarian na
ture is at once their definition and their defense.
Sho^ld a practice be discovered that does not
allow representational matter within it, then by the
previous definition this would not be a form,
though it might repeatedly occur in close relation
and association with the practices they do define
as form. It will also be questionable what sort of
utility such a form can serve that encompasses
nothing other than itself. As an instance, the
wedding ceremony: the present American tradition
states that a wedding gown must be white and
long, but the style skirt, neckline, and material may
conform to the bride's figure, face, and money. But
in a Roman Catholic ceremony part of the wedding
service is in Latin and unintelligible to most of the
congregation. Here then is a large area that does
not allow for representational matter and by pre
vious definition is not a form. But here is a prob
lem. The definition of form did not exactly state
that every part of the form allows for representa
tional matter to be included, for in such case the
form would cease to exist. The fact that a thing ex
ists is proof that it has mass. Here I may call on
that metaphor of the cake pan I promised to use.
If we take any one part of the cake pan we will
have a sheet of metal that is solid and does not
allow dough within it. By the same measure, the
substance of the form is solid and does not allow
representational matter within it. Then what is
the difference between the substance of the form
and this newly discovered area which I claim is ex
cluded from the original definition ? The difference
is that while the definition allows that parts of the
orm will be solid, the definition also implies quite
clearly that these parts must be related to the rep
resentational matter. The cake pan is solid, but
without the dough the cake does not exist, the
representational matter is necessary for the form
to have meaning. The whiteness is a static feature
°f the wedding gown, but the whiteness is related
to the material and cannot exist without it as part
°f the wedding gown; no material, no gown, no
g°wn, no white. Without language the sonnet
cannot exist. The meter and rhyme scheme are
not the sonnet itself. The form of eating cannot
be divorced from the food. All the Emily Post
ooks west of the Alleghenies are not the same as
eating, food is necessary for the form to operate as
such. But the spoken part of the wedding
ceren^ony exists whether or not the marriage is per
formed, and exists quite definitely as itself. There
IS no place for representational matter and there
WINTER, 1950

is no need for it either with or without the actual
marriage ceremony. This may or may not hold for
Protestant wedding ceremonies where the vernacular may permit some representational matter
through tone of voice.
While we are on the subject of religion, note
that two other large and old religions in addition
to Roman Catholicism conduct their services in
languages that are unintelligible to most of the ad
herents: Hinduism and Judaism. The services for
the observers of all three religions have no cog
nitive meaning for the ritual to serve, there is no
room for representational matter. One cannot
have his joys increased and his sorrows diminished
by a service he does not understand. The services
then seem to serve no purpose, yet they thrive;
much of the ritual goes unexplained by Mr. Ran
som's theory.
Our conversation may follow a set form that
encompasses the entire conversation and allows no
room tor expression. For example, in the army
there was much discussion about the point system
of discharge. Just about all there was to say for
and against it had been said two weeks after it was
announced. Two weeks after that the entire argu
ment has been condensed into an evening s con
versation. From then on it was a matter of re
peating the said conversation every evening. There
was no variation, no new points were brought up,
all the people in the conversation knew what was
to be said, yet every evening the conversation was
repeated with great enjoyment for all. More
sophisticated people may tend away from the p ractice, yet all indulge to some extent. At a social
event, for example, one may say essentially the
same thing to every person at the affair and receive
essentially the same reply, yet the social event may
be considered by all to be highly enjoyable.
Finally there is this closed form in art. This is
especially common in early literature. Homer, for
example, employs the compound epithet freely:
fleet-foot Achilles, white-armed Hera. Odysseus
has enough counsels to go into the business, rosyfingered dawn rises so often we pray for rain just
to keep those damn hands away. Some people
argue that the epithet is used for poetic effect, but
by some strange coincidence they all give the same
example for proof, when we are told that Castor
and Pollux are held in "the life giving earth"
{Iliad, III 243). As far as I know this is the only
clear example of such and hardly proves anything
except its own existence. C. S. Lewis claims8 the
epithet, which often takes up an entire line, was
used to give the listener time to digest all that was
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thrown at him. Others have argued that the com
pound epithet gave the muse time to think up the
next line. Either explanation, however, is de
pendent on the very uncertain premise that Hom
er's epic poems were spoken, not written." It cer
tainly is not the scope of this paper to examine the
authenticity of such a premise, but it seems suffi
ciently uncertain that we cannot base any argument
on it.
These epithets occur in much primitive liter
ature. In Beowulf: "Beowulf made a speech then,
son of Hrothger he." In the Old Testament:
"Lord, God, King of the universe," and "I am the
Lord thy God." The compound epithet used as
the closed form, {i.e. allowing no opportunity for
expression or representational matter within it)
seems to disappear in later literature. In the Graeco-Roman tradition, for example, it has either dis
appeared entirely or is used for poetic effect by the
time of Virgil, Lucretius, and Catullus. For ex
ample, Catullus in No. 64 creates a definite rhythm
with his use of:
. . . O Hymenaee Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenaee.
The compound epithet as the closed form disap
pears also in the Anglo-Saxon tradition by the time
of Langland and Chaucer and in the Hebrew tra
dition by the time of Jochanin ben Zakkai and
Hillel.
In early painting and sculpture certain closed
forms appear. The square beard in Egyptian sculp
ture, the arm extended backward in a javelinthrowing position in Etruscan sculpture, the face
of the Virgin Mary in medieval painting. In archi
tecture there is the Doric pillar, the gabled roof,
the arched doorway.
The more common definition of form as stated
by Ransom and Carpenter then is either wrong, or
the above mentioned examples are not to be con
sidered form. Then the form of the wedding
ceremony would exclude the spoken part, the form
in daily life would exclude set conversations, the
form in early literature would exclude the com
pound epithet, the form in early sculpture would
exclude the established positions and shapes, the
form in architecture would exclude the Doric pil
lar. I rather think Ransom and Carpenter would Lbe_
among the first to protest such an exclusion which
is certainly arbitrary and not very generally ac
cepted.
With the definitions then go the defense. Mr.
Ransom's defense was based on the service lent by
the form to the representative matter. In the
closed form there is no representative matter so
6

there would seem to be nothing to be served. Ran
som stated that literary form caused the poet to
submit his passions "to cool and scarcely relevant
consideration" in order that the resulting art-work
may have been "treated with an application of sen
sibility." But this in no way applies to the com
pound epithet. It is no more difficult to say fleetfoot Achilles" than to say "Achilles." It is just as
easy to give a statue a square beard as to give it
no beard or a round one. It has already been noted
that in the form of religion there is no formative
quality in an established and unintelligible prayer.
According to all past arguments then the closed
form remains unexplained and undefended.
II
Clive Bell states that in an art-work each
element... is necessary to its value.'10 This is the
old and widely accepted theory, that a good art
work has no part that can be removed without dis
turbing the whole, that each part can be shown to
be organically useful to every other part. Accord
ing to this theory every part of the art-work is utili
tarian. Some people will deny the utilitarian func
tion to the whole of the art-work, but not to any of
its parts. The "order and interrelation'11 Roger
Fry speaks about claims for the part of the art
work exactly what he denies for the whole.
There seem, however, to be these superfluities
in the art-work in these closed forms. They serve
no utilitarian function to the other parts of the
work and no organic function to the work as a
whole.
These superfluities make the art-work a pre
cious object. By "precious object" I mean, in Mr.
Ransom's definition,12 an object for which we may
conceive a sentimental attachment, an attachment
that is primarily emotional and which transcends
any economic function that the object may serve. A
man may continue loving his wife after she has
stopped accomplishing the sexual function that
first attracted him. We may love our home after
its functional purpose has been surpassed in ef
ficiency and economy by other more modern houses.
The explanations for the phenomena vary, but they
do exist, we do use more than an object's utilitarian
function to judge its worth to ourselves. Now we
usually identify a precious object by the particu
larities that differentiate it from other members of
its functional category. Since these categories are
defined by the functional qualities of its members,
then the qualities peculiar to any one member will
be superfluous to the economic function. We
recognize and love a wife not by the characteristics
HIKA for

that she has in common with other women, which
are her functional characteristics primarily, but
rather by what differentiates her from other wo
men, the shape of her nose or the pitch of her
voice. We identify our home not by the fact that it
has four walls and a roof, but by the creak in the
staircase or the irregularity in the wall.
Fielding compares reaching the end of a novel
to reaching the end of a journey: we all become
mellow and sentimental and look back on the trip
with affection.1' I must confess I have never ex
perienced such an emotion at the end of a novel
or at the end of most art-works. When I am just
finishing some long art-work I may have the sense
of accomplishment, a sense of having experienced
great pleasure or of having learned much, but all
these are feelings for the functions of the work; I
have no attachment for the work itself. The art
work then is a biologically utilitarian object; we
have no relation with it except as it serves our
needs, either real or anticipated, for pleasure, reali
zation of self, wish fulfillment or whatever other
purpose literature may serve. But when I come to
the end of the Iliad and rosy-fingered dawn comes
up on the day of Hector's funeral, there is a big
lump in my throat and I forgive Homer for every
thing, even the optative mood. My feeling is one
of real attachment for the poem itself, not for any
utilitarian function it may serve. When I think
hack upon the Iliad or look forward to reading
't again I think of its compound epithets which are
the superfluities and the particularities that make
the poem a precious object. The Iliad and the
Odyssey do more than relate themselves to my
biological functions. I have an attachment for the
P°ems themselves as I have an attachment for my
pother, not because she makes the cabbage soup
like so much, but because of sentimental associa
tions. In this sense the static form also has funch°n, but it differs from the non-static form be
cause the function served is not done by encom-

iri^Rhr*. "Theories of Form." in A Modern Book of Estbet_^_^d by Melvin M. Rader, New York, 1935, page 275.
Ranso

John Crowe, The World's Body, New York, 1938, pp. 30-31.
P*ge 31.

Page 41.
Page 31
k*is, C. S., A Preface to Paradise Lost. London, 1946, pp. 19-20.
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passing the material served, as, for example, the
sonnet form encompasses the material of a par
ticular sonnet. The static form serves its purpose
simply by its presence; its service is accomplished
by its having no contribution to the structure of the
art-work.
There is still the problem why these forms oc
cur only in early literature. This, however, is a
question for another paper. Simply explaining it
away as a result of the scientific attitude is a rather
gross oversimplification. Any examination of the
historical development of the closed form in liter
ature would have to be accompanied by a careful
study of the parallel developments in religion and
daily life. I hope you will forgive me for this
slightly cursory brush-off.
It now remains to apply this theory to other
phases of society. I claim that the service is the
same, that these superfluities are useful only as
superfluities. Guided by science we have made our
lives economical to the minute. We move be
tween spots in an incredibly short time; the need
to move at all has been greatly reduced by the
elaborate and efficient means of communication,
meals can be prepared and eaten in minutes,
books are condensed, no time or effort need be
wasted at any time. In keeping with this tran
scendental budget, literature and religion have
readily attempted to justify themselves. Apolo
gists for literature are available at any college;
books like Peace of Mind bring religion into the
grand scheme.
Some of us are sick of it. We are bored with
this grand biological function and turn with re
lief to any phase of our society that is without any
particular purpose. Man's ability to concern him
self with other than the purely economic is one
of the things that makes us a little higher than the
other animals and we cling to this last privilege.
These closed forms are the superfluities of life as a
whole and make our existence a precious object.

9. There is the standard argument that the poems were written quite early
on the basis of the fact that they were used to settle the dispute between
Athens and Megara over the claims to Salamis as early as 565 B.C. which
is sometime before the alleged first written edition of Pisistratus. Dr.
Paul Radin* has made some interesting comparisons between the Homeric
poems and epic poems of the American Indian to prove that the Homeric
poems were much too long to ever be spoken to an early people.
• Phi Beta Kappa lecture, Kenyon College. Gambier, Ohio, April 20,
1949.
10. Bell, Clive, Art. 1913.
....
11. Fry, Roger. "The Artist and Psycho-Analysis, in A Modern Book
of Esthetics, edited by Melvin M. Rader, New York, 1935.
12. Ransom, John Crowe, "Sentimental Exercises." in The World's Body,
New York, 1938.
13. Fielding, Henry, Tom Jones, New York, n. d., page 819.
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Three Poems

Prelude
Pageants of sorrow, that I always see
In lonely streets, in prisons for the Free
(Too schooled in vehemence to alter now),
Still appal. As dreams, they are taunting me
With mute faces lined in an outspoken row.
That this shall not go voiceless I have said
I must wander out, through country mostly dead,
Through fields and lonely cities, till I find
Structure for song, its bitterness to shed,
And ease the burden of an angered mind.
But there is never anything one can say of sorrow.
I have worked, day upon day, ambitious to borrow
Images, showing the world the world s own wrong.
That time being gone, I shall attempt, tomorrow,
To soothe it only with a perfect song.
ALBERT HERZING

8

HIKA for

The Poet At Nightfall
Surveys His Dominion
It is the simple change of sleep and morning
Keeps the small birds raucous beyond reason,
Keeps the sparrow nervously in air
Hungry, and quick to fear
Trespass of any sound. Dawn in this season
Has a rich, easy meaning,
Being sudden as desire.
It is the waking touch of early rain
Pricks up the sullen animal within;
Shakes the hanging leaf, and gives it voice
So all the fields rehearse
A subtle dissonance. The changing wind
Is up, and light again
With its own simple noise.
It is some spring swells in the lonely dark
That sets a new tide moving in the heart
Of the most timid sleeper in his den.
The rabbit, bold at dawn,
Kicks his heels when the thin shadows start,
He laughs where the monsters lurk,
Grown fierce in his passion.
EDWIN WATKINS
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Theme
i
. . . And then there was the Child with the Large
Round Eyes
Out of the first regret, out of a ruptured
Embryonic fancy, with the first piqued raving
Of the flesh when the midnight pattern broke
Into tattered scraps of light, came the first
Green endeavor to mold the impinging swath
Of light, to rest in former fixity as each
Kaleidoscopic vision held its ephemeral sway.
Bless the birth of the first illusion,
Bless the first tacit axiom — "where
You have known, now must you learn."
Bless the formless form that lends to
Living, once removed, its phantasmal goal.
This was the green dimension of our youth,
A time of making marble pyramids of marbles,
Mud cup-cakes: while Uncle Alvin sat
Under a willow tree munching currant pie,
Laughing the desolation of his mind.
Lift up your heads 0 ye gates
And be ye lifted up ye everlasting doors
That the king of glory may come in.
He would lead us into damp caverns
Or beyond the sandy point where we
Might pitch teepees of old sheets.
But sure there was rain buckling our
Flimsy shelters, and water to drench
The illusions of saturated braves,
Papoosed, and crying in the rain.
Mother kept us dry thereafter, — yet
We could look out, rubbing the foggy
Window pane to peer at passing lights.
The garden overflowed and in the sun
The brown clay stain bore bird tracks:
"Sparrow paths," Uncle Alvin would say,
And those big ones are the Pidgeons."
"Uncle Alvin, what is a bald Eagle?"
Why, your Daddy," he would say.

10
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A million little light bulbs danced upon
The wall. At the davenport there were
A million more. The old cane chair
Was the best. The men had pasted diamonds
On the wall. But now the men had gone.

II
. . . And youth is perhaps a Tearful Time
They dance before you; fear, chance, hope, love;
Interlocked, fused into the amalgam of new time.
These are the years of the mainspring
Of the mechanism wound tight, bright
And shiny on the counter, line with
The years of winding, sprung from
Foreknowledge into the void.
They dance before you:
The progeny of these years.
We knew that our love had a fashion
But the display was new.
We knew that our love had a template
But the making was new.
And if but a coy device to frill up time
We knew that our love had ribs of steel
Though silken tassels hung about its
Structure, becalmed amid the fury.
The moth had emerged from the chrysalis;
It would seek out the haunts it had known,
Alight or* boughs it had climbed and known.
W. K. HASS

WINTER,1950
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Time For Armor
JOHN WHITE

Against the palm of my hand the knife is cool
and sharp. I slide my fingers along the blade and
feel its bitter sting. There is no run of blood, but
I dare not remove my hand to look. She would
certainly notice that and force the knife from my
pocket. Instead, I sink back deeper in the seat,
smiling in the dark of my secret.
We are leaving the mountains. The first
shadows of night come through the windows and
fall on her face. They smooth away its sharp angu
lar brilliance and leave a promise of luxury. But
were I to move my hands over her body it would
be like caressing a sculpture. Nothing more. This
is the huge deceit of the dark, and I refuse to be
taken in. I pride myself in this knowledge, and in
the secret of my knife: two articles of which she
knows nothing. . . . Let her glory in the rope she
has bound from my waist to hers, and in the silly
square placard which hangs from my neck. Let
her rest in the assurance of those successes. She
will become careless. Her weakness is in thinking
me no stronger than the others she has prostituted.
Since early day I have known this. I saw it in her
face when she left her car and walked up the lane
— that blindness that comes from too much vic
tory. I began to plot my revolt accordingly, began
to sharpen my knife, standing on the porch of the
cabin as she walked toward it.
Minding neither me nor the closed door, she
came in.
"It's time to go," she said. "You've been here
long enough. I'll pack your things while you burn
the refuse."
As simple as that.
She brushed by me and swept into the cabin.
Going from room to room, picking up, setting
things right, ordering chaos, she was such a per
fect marvel of efficiency that it frightened, and I
hurried away. I walked down the path that led
past the spring. Soon I was out of the clearing and
12

in the big woods. I kept to the path all the way to
the stream, in a hurry to be there. It was wonder
ful water and always a great happiness coming the
way it did, clear and cold, flashing out of the
mountains, filling up blue-silver pools. On a
white rock that hung low and smooth over the
water I lay down, and looked all the way to the
sand swirling clean at the bottom. I was fright
ened. For a long time I had expected her and
planned brave refusals, but now that she was here
I wondered if I were really capable of them. It
meant remaining in revolt against a visitor like her,
and that was not easy.
A heavy rain in the night had tumbled dog
wood over into the stream. The white blossoms
hung deep in the clear water. They looked frosted
in chunks of ice. I watched a trout nose from under
a rock and swiftly mix its rainbow with the green
and white of the dogwood. It disappeared when a
shower of stale rain fell from the pines overhead.
I lay for some time watching the petals of the
dogwood hold fast against the hard tug of the cur
rent. They refused to be torn loose. I found my
self putting my mind with them, clinging for them
until the blood was forced out of my hands and
they ached. Here, until today I had come to bathe.
I had slipped in from the rock and let the water's
great joy cover me. Afterwards I slept beside it
stretched out naked to the sun. Sometimes I had
lain in the shallows for as much as an hour and not
moved. I wanted to become one with the water
and let what was me go out and wash around my
body; I wanted the trout to swim through me, and
the savage pike; I wanted to be drunk by deer and
go off in a bound to the high mountains where
antlers clashed and the doe waited; I wanted to feed
the woods, too, and go into the tip of the pine and
swing free, cloud-touching, in the wind. Often fingerlings had taken me for a part of the stream, for
what naturally belonged in it, and hunted me for
HIKA for

food. At those moments I knew myself on the
verge of success. ... But already an enemy
against which I was striving.
One petal went. I watched it go over the fall,
dash itself up against a rock and be lost in a long
white swirl. My fingers dug harder into the stone.
I spoke to the injured dogwood; I pleaded with it
to make a real fight of it; I begged.
Another pulled away and disappeared. So I
must act. I plunged my hand after the branch in
an effort to pull it clean of its agony. The only way
left. I went clear to my shoulders, but always it
swayed beyond my hands, shying, as if telling me
to keep away, that the lonely battle was the bravest,
the only victorious way to meet destruction. . . .
I felt myself going off the rock and would have
slipped all the way had not her hands suddenly
closed over my eyes and held me back.
You mustn t do that," she said. "You're only
making things worse than they are. Why won't
you learn?"
She knelt beside me, tucking her dress be
neath her legs. Her voice was quiet and soft
sounding.
I ve been looking for you. It's time we go.
Come.
Her fingers dropped down the side of my face
and crossed on my mouth. I saw clearly why so
many had been lost to her. Yet I could not look
at her long, even knowing as I did that under the
guidance of those hands and with the sight of her
^es, fierce and rather cruel, one could with little
other perform untold and great accomplishments.
You are a mess," she said, looking at me,
shaking her head. "But I'll fix that in time."
I wanted to run far away and hide my disorder.
We left the stream, going back by the same
path I had come. She walked in front of me, in a
Ufry to reach the sun and be out of the woods. I
^as glad to see her frightened as a rabbit bolted
rom the underbrush at her side. Then I began
0 think that once departed, I myself could never
ref^rn without knowing the same fright for all the
^1 d running things in the woods. It had taken
Kars, long ones, before I could hear without terror
e night sounds that begin with dusk and go until
awn: the haunting call of a buck outside my door,
e scream of a cat at bay, the eternal loneliness of
xv 'p'powwills on ridges, all that strange lan£uage in the forest when blackness has come to it.
nt one learns, is assured, and ceases to mind his
I mastered a path by the stars and could
0 low it far and high to where apple trees twisted
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to the ground by a crumbled cabin. I could sit there
in the light the moon made through the trees and
watch deer feed. A bear passed near and left its
heavy odor. All of this and never once to know
fear.
"Will you please hurry," I heard her call from
the clearing, her hands on her hips, annoyed.
Hurry! There's a long way to drive."
Her brilliance shone out, obliterating all hope
of disobedience.
By the spring I stopped and washed a hand
ful of water over my face. Then I followed her
to the car. The cabin was shut and locked. I
might never have been there, it looked so desolate.
Everything had been cleaned right out of it. A
wind was gentling over the Bull's Back and sing
ing through the screen porch.
"What about my work?" I said.
I burned it — refuse. It would only have
burdened you."
"All of it?"
"Yes. . . . But please get in the car."
A really magnificent car, too, full of handsome
instruments to guide one anywhere, and seats that
dropped miles into softness and oblivion. I saw
that here was another drug to be overcome.
We drove in silence down the narrow road that
led away from my cabin. At the bottom we ford
ed the stream; a launch could have done it no bet
ter. Perhaps we had crushed the last of the dog
wood petals too; rolled straight across it. On the
other side, the road was much better, and I turned
back to watch the stand of pine grow smaller. The
Bull's Back hung purple against the sky; dusk was
flooding down into the valley. Soon would come
in a rush the whip-poor-wills and the cry of the cat.
We went smooth along the valley's floor. The
road looked strange and foreign from inside the
car, and not at all like the one I had come over to
reach the little store where I bought my food and
passed pleasant hours with the owner, an old man
paralyzed to the hips and braced against the wall
in a chair. I lived with him great snows and big
hunts, and the legend of the Moon's Tear, a stream
high in the mountains and close to the sky which
only a few had ever reached. "But where the Rain
bows come in glory," he had said, "too much to
handle, but the vision is enough. To get there,
you'll be frostbit, and you'll starve; you'll walk
your feet off, and burn in the day and get scratched
and torn. There won't be anybody to go it with
you and there'll be much loneliness. You'll turn
back at least ten times, but you might keep at it
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and you might make it." I told him that I would.
I promised. "Then go on back and spend a long
time getting good, because only the good ones go
there. Come back then, when you're ready." I
would.
And I was, only I was not good enough and I
was going right on past.
The car slowed in front of the store.
"Would you like to say goodbye?" she said.
No. Keep going. Go faster!" I sank deeper
into the seat, a fine place to go out of sight.
So soft, pulling around me like sleep, this mass
of cushion. No cuts and bruises here, only the
slumber-making sound of the engine carrying me
steadily through the night. No going it alone
either. She is with me; always to be. I slide my
fingers along the front of the placard which hangs
about my neck. The feel of it awards a high sense
of peace, a great confidence.
"It will be even better once you have something
on the front of it," she says.
"What sort of thing?" Already I realize the
importance of this question.
She laughs.
"Any number — whatever you wish, DOC
TOR, LAWYER, PROFESSOR. Whole catalogues
full."
"All mine?"
"If you'd like."
What wonderful names. I repeat them again,
slowly. Their power shakes me.
"And all of them will fit here?" I ask, showing

her the empty front of the placard, sure that they
wouldn't.
"Of course," she says, laughing again.
What a real marvel. Such big sounding words
too, with enough size in each of them to hide me
forever, to hide anyone really. With a placard like
this no one need ever come out to the open. A nice
thought. What a pretty place I must be going.
Here's an invention that far outstrips any mag
nificent car, I think.
"And don't feel too badly about leaving," she
says. "You'll always be allowed to come back."
The old monstrous deceit again, the false prom
ise. ... I sit straight up; I tighten myself against
her cushions; I refuse to be duped. Listen as the
lie spells out itself, I say. Back there is the only
truth, the last remaining place to think visions and
believe them, there among big woods and wild
running things and old men crippled in battle, high
there in the sky where great wings strike.
So I will act. My hand tightens to the knife.
Now we pass through a village and I must wait
for a more private spot. The engine goes on
smoothly. Outside the window it is black, rough
and cold looking, real isolation. Now comes the
time. Throw up the cushions. Cut the delay.
Already I see in the distance the city whose
great glowing blade has ripped the sky red all over.
My eyes cannot take that sight; they must close.
Deep in the car I hear her voice say sleep. It
fills my head. Its weight is terrible. I say again,
while there is still time, if there is still time — cut
this damn delay.

FRAGMENT — after Catullus
Alerted for the swift astonishment of flight
The Thesean fleet is carried on the eagle-sweep of
gleaming oars;
And Ariadne frothing on the Naxian sand:
Hue, hue adventate
Hue, hue Eumenides to split the Aegean mirror
with virgin revenge.
GEORGE GEASEY
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THE POEMS OF WILFRED OWEN: New Di
rections, 1949, $1.50.
The publication this fall of Wilfred Owen's
verses is both a delight and a disappointment to the
student of his work. The delight, of course, arises from one's finding again available a collec
tion of distinguished pieces whose polish and fi
nality have already won them choice positions
among good anthologies. However, the present
edition is disappointing, simply because it is iden
tical, page for page, with its predecessor. In 1929
a short selection of Owen's poems was published in
England, with an introduction by his friend Siegried Sassoon. In 1931 a larger selection, edited
by Edmund Blunden and published by the Viking
ress, was called the complete' edition. Yet
Blunden himself pointed out specifically in his
Memoir of Owen that . . there survives . . . a
quantity of manuscript by Owen, which he had no
leisure to organize. Much of it represents the
early period of his enthusiasm for poetry, when he
was finding his own way to the secrets of style
'
ecent studies in the work of another interesting
experimentalist, G. M. Hopkins, indicate the
value to the student which such 'early* poetry
can
°ffer. Surely someone in England or America has
access to these valuable experiments of Owen's;
a"d a larger, more definitive edition of his work
should have been in order.
The poems which appear are, of course, wel
come. Owen was contemporary with that prodi
gious group of young English poets who called
emselves 'Georgians'; and yet his only connection
with them lay in their simultaneously fighting, and
® ^n being killed, in the same war. For while
assoon, Brooke, and the rest were complaining
about war, or expressing pleasure in it, through
eir often musical, but also thin, verses, Owen
was
earnestly reading critically through the works of
eats, Keats, and others; and the profit he derived
rom the study of these heavier poets can be found
VUndantly in his best lines. It is most curious to
0 serve that Owen appeared at his best as a poet
jv en he was farthest from propagandizing; even
0ugh he intended, by his own admission, to use
P°etry as a device by which he might satirize war,
thus help to do away with it. He extravagantWINTER,1950
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ly admired his gifted friend Sassoon, and often
tried to follow the latter's example of bitter, eager
satire. But one can easily find, scattered through
out Owen's war verses, examples of a more con
trolled and profound talent than any Sassoon ever
seems to have possessed. Consider, for example,
the following bit of metrical experimentation,
taken from 'The Roads Also':
'Though their own children cry for them in tears,
Women weep but hear no sound upstairs.
They believe in loves they had not lived
And in passion past the reach of the stairs
To the world's towers or stars.'
These images are lucid and appropriately chosen.
This metre is naturally rhythmical, and yet almost
defies analysis. It is a brilliantly original, and
therefore promising, poem. Compare it with what
Rupert Brooke, the most notorious of the war
poets, was doing during the same generation:
'Blow, bugles, blow! They brought us, for our dearth,
Holiness, lacked so long, and Love, and Pain.
Honor has come back, as a king, to earth,
And paid his subjects with a royal wage;
And nobleness walks in our ways again;
And we have come into our heritage."
Poor Brooke's sincerely written verse is, in the
light of subsequent historical events, almost fit for
parody. But the point is that Owen, even while
writing on themes more mature and restrained than
anything Brooke and the rest ever dreamed of, was
also writing about them in a manner far richer than
theirs. For this reason, as stated before, his best
pieces can stand, without shame, in good anthol
ogies, beside the work of poets as mature and orig
inal as Yeats and Hardy.
It goes without saying that Owen himself never
got half a chance to mature. He was dead in his
twenty-fifth year. However, lamentation over the
brevity of his life is a waste of time, as vain as
equivalent sobbing over the early death of his dis
tinguished predecessor Keats. The fact to be con
sidered is that New Directions, although not quite
satisfactorily, has brought out a new edition of
Owen's poems. This present edition may call
forth another and more nearly complete one. It
should.
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RICHARD STRAUSS: enfant terrible?
If the recent death of Richard Strauss came as
a surprise to anyone, it was occasioned not so
much by the fact that the venerable old man was
no more, but that he had held so tenaciously onto
life. For musically Strauss has long been dead.
It is true that he is one of the favorites of regu
lar concert goers, but contemporary students of
music study him already as a representative of a
musical era that has since been superseded. I mean
his music has become part of the classical repertory.
To understand the contribution that Strauss has
made to the development of musical expression we
must consider his position in the musical tradition
within which he wrote.
Strauss's career as composer began in the 1880's.
It was a time when the music of Wagner, Liszt, and
Berlioz was considered to be the proper model for
anyone who presumed to write the true Zukunftsmusik — the music of the future. Wagner, in par
ticular, was at the height of popularity in Vienna
and Bayreuth.
In the opposite camp were the neo-classicists,
Schubert and Brahms.
The youthful works of Strauss — seldom play
ed in the concert hall — are evidence of his strug
gle for style, but his first major work, Don Juan,
(Opus 20), shows clearly to which musical tra
dition the young composer was to give his al
legiance.
Don Juan, though a relatively early piece, ex
emplifies the style that was to be peculiar to him
for the remainder of his career. It is a great tone
poem because it coheres as music. The themes are
as carefully prepared for, as ingeniously developed,
as if they were written in the sonata form.
Strauss wrote the work for the tremendous
orchestra that Wagner and Berlioz had employed.
And it is in the facility with which Strauss handled
such an orchestra that he can be compared to his
great Russian contemporary, Rimsky-Korsakov.
But whereas Rimsky-Korsakov excelled as orchestrator because he knew better than his fellow com
posers the limitations of each instrument, Strauss
used the choirs of instruments, so to speak, organ
ically. That is, he manages his thematic develop
ments as much by sudden changes in the orches
tration of the same theme as he does by his com
plex counterpoint.
Finally, Strauss's themes can readily be identi
fied with the characters of Lenau's poem, sections
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of which he quoted as a guide to the music.
In Don Quixote, Strauss's practice of identify
ing specifically orchestrated themes with characters
from the literary work from which he took his in
spiration reaches its apex. The Don, Sancho
Panza, the Dulcinea, all have their counterpart in
specific instruments, and the Don's adventures are
musically related in the form of variations on pri
mary themes.
We see a rapid development from Don Juan,
through Till Eulenspiegel's lustige Streicbe, to
Don Quixote in the complexity of Strauss's coun
terpoint. It is his complex polyphony — that is, a
horizontal rather than a vertical approach — that
caused his contemporaries to regard him as an
enfant terrible. In this technique, which reaches its
fullest development in the opera, Elektra, Strauss
went beyond his immediate predecessors and point
ed the way to Schonberg's atonality.
But Strauss never made this daring break with
tradition— rather, never returned to the older tra
dition of the pre-Bach composers. His short
comings may perhaps be seen in the light of this
lack of daring. Whereas the tone poems men
tioned above are successful partly for the appro
priateness of the musical style to the subject mat
ter and partly for the propriety with which the
composer handles his thematic material, we find
these qualities lacking in such works as Also Sprach
Zarathustra, Ein Heldenleben, and the Sinfonia
domestica.
In all three Strauss shows a surprising lack of
taste. For instance, he writes that in Also Sprach
Zarathustra the intention is to "convey musically
an idea of the development of the idea of the hu
man race. . .
yet as its grand climax in the last
section we have an absurdly incongruous Vien
nese waltz.
The subject of Ein Heldenleben (A Hero's
Life) is the composer himself, a fact that he makes
quite clear by quoting generously from his own
music. The pretentiousness of the design is equal
led by its thematic pretentions, and one feels that
the composer abused here what is elsewhere one of
his chief virtues — his tendency toward polyphony.
In this tone poem Strauss has twenty-one themes
run, literally, wild. The result is that even a per
son sympathetic to polyphony is apt to conclude
that someone is playing wrong notes.
Four years after the premiere of this work,
Strauss came out with a composition that one critic
calls "one of the most embarrassing works in the
history of music." It is the Sinfonia domestica.
Here, again, Strauss turned upon himself for his
18
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subject as he attempts to portray musically a day at
the Strauss household. But the closing notes of
the piece leave the listener wondering whether the
visit has been worthwhile. The clock strikes,
the baby squeals, mama and pappa bathe in do
mestic bliss. As music it is a far cry from the dash
of Till or the ingenious variations in Don Quixote.
In general, the musical quality of Strauss's tone
poems depend upon their subjects. When the sub
ject is most pretentious or most dull the music is
equally pretentious or dull. If Strauss, then, some
times went astray in his choice of subject he hard
ly ever erred when he turned his hand to the thea
tre of music. In the opera Salome, which is, in
cidentally, undergoing a revival on both sides of
the Atlantic, Strauss effects a happy union of good
theatre and an appropriately dramatic score.
Strauss based the opera on Oscar Wilde's play and
t e lewdness of the story offended many a critic,
one of whom wrote that the music "made worse
that to which nothing but music could give added
degradation." The critical storm proved to be
only a temporary one, however, and the opera is
now recognized as one of the few in which the
t eatrical and musical combine to make a spectacle
tor both eye and ear.
°Pera' Elektra (based on Sophocles'
ragedy), followed Salome by four years. It rep
resents Strauss s most daring work, both in subject
matter and harmony. It is, in a sense, Strauss's
most modern work in that its harmonic idiosyn--s herald most clearly the atonal experiments
y 1911 Strauss had become the most famous
composer. When he announced that he was
preparing a new opera expectations ran high. But
muss did not produce this time the work that
jnrght have been expected after Salome and Elek/a\ ®ef°re he had started on the new work, he
0 written "this time I will compose a Mozart
pera. And, indeed, the result seems not to have
ontradicted the promise. Although Strauss wrote
a ^A en^ava^ter 1° his particular idiom, he manged to give it the grace and polish that we assoc,ate with Mozart's
operas.
fauss
s
wor
s
on fL
^ after Der Rosenkavalier have,
^ e whole, been neglected, and perhaps justifiabl S0 us c
2 . L \ ^ r ally, the composer had reached his
ni with Elektra and Der Rosenkavalier, and
e attenti°n of the music world has since been
ered on such men as Schonberg, Hindemith,
ravinsky and Bela Bartok, — all of whom went
^e relatively limited scope in which Strauss
ed most successfully. ROBERT DELHEIM
lv'ng
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Contributors' Notes
Anthony Hecht was a special student at Kenyon
and contributing editor to Hika in '46 and '47.
His work has appeared several times in the Kenyon
Review and in the Hudson Review. He is now
working on a book of poems.
Raymond Bentman will graduate in June. He
is a classic major, prize-winning orator, and at
present is working on a history of the world.
Albert Herzing appeared in the last Hika.
The Western Review, Imagi and Glass Hill have
printed his poetry and prose.
Edwin Watkins graduated from Kenyon in
June '49. He was an editor of Hika. He is working
for his M.A. at the University of Indiana.
William Hass aspires to be a doctor along

the lines of William Carlos Williams or A. J.
Cronin.
John White is Hika's future editor. He is not
working on a novel.
George Geasey is a classics major and is
doing research on the development of the ablative
absolute.
Jim Wright is familiar to Kenyon students
as WCKG's authority on hillbilly music and as
one of Hika's contributing poets.
Robert Delheim is our music critic who, un
fortunately for us, is graduating in February.
Erratum: Hika mistakingly reported that James
Packard, whose Ogden Prize essay appeared in the
Autumn Hika, was a philosophy major and work
ing on his M.A. He was an English major at
Kenyon, and will enter graduate school next fall.
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THE KENYON
SCHOOL OF ENGLISH
The Third Session: June 22 to August 5, 1950.
The Teaching Fellows for the 1950 Session include:
KENNETH BURKE
ROBERT LOWELL
WILLIAM EMPSON
ARTHUR MIZENER
L. C. KNIGHTS
PHILIP BLAIR RICE
AUSTIN WARREN
For detailed information, address
C. M. COFFIN, Dean
The School of English
Kenyon College
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